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March on, march on, fince vve are vp in' armes, 
if not to fight with forraigne enemies, 

Yet Co beate dovvne thefe rebles here at home. 

Enter Catesbj. 

Cat. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, 
That* the bed newes, that the Earle of Richmond 
Is with a mightie power landed at Milford, 

Is colder tydings, yet they mart be told. 

IG'hj> Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall battell might be wonneand loft. 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darby , Sir Chrittopber . 

Dar, Sir Chriftophcr, tell Richmond this from me, 
Tnat in the ftie of this mofl bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is frankt vpin hold, 

/f /reuolr, off goes yong Georges head, 

T he feare of that, withholds my prefent aide, 

But tell me, where is princely Richmond now# 

£hr$fi. AtPembrooke, or at Hertford- weft in Wales# 
*I)*r, What men of name refort to him# 

S.Chrift. Syr Walter Herbert, a rcnovvmedfouldier, 
Syr Gilbort Talbot, fir Wiliam Stanley, 

Oxford, doubted Pembrookc, fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiantcrew. 
fVifti many moeofnoble fame and worth j 
And towards London they do bend their courfe. 

If by the way they be not fought withail. 

Dar. Rcturne vnto my La d, commend me to him, 
Tell him, the Qiyecne hath hartilv confented 
He lhall efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

Thefe Letters will refoluc him of my minde, 
farewell. Exeunt , 

Enter Buckingham to execution. 

Buc . Will not king Richard let me fpeake with him? 
‘Rat, No my Lord, therefore be patient* 

Buc, draftings, and £d ward's children, Riuers# Gray, 
Holy king Henry, and thy feirefenne Edward, 
Vaughan,and all thathauc mifearried, 

By vnderhand corrupted, fovvle iniuftice, 
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©f Richard the third. 

IF that your moodie dif contented foules* 

Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 
Eucnforrcuenge,mocke my deftruttion : 

This is Allfoules day fcllowes,isitnot# 

Rat. It is my Lord# rj 

Buc. Why then Allfoules day, is my bodies doomdday $ 
This is’the day ..that in king Edwards time 
I wiftvt might fall on me,when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wiucs allies : 

This is the day wherein / wiftit to fall. 

By the falfe faith of him I truftedmoft: 

This, this Allfoules day, to my fearefull foulej 
h the determinde refpite ofmy wrongs : 

That high all feer that /dallied with, 

Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 

And giuen in earneft what / begd in ieaft. 

Thus doeth he forfe the fword of wicked men 
To turne their points on their maifters bofomes 
Now Margarets curfeis fallen vponmy head. 

When he quoth fhe, fhall fplit thy heart withforrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefle. 

Come firs,conuey me to theblockeoffliamc# 

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the dew of blame. 

Enter Rjchmommth drums and trumpets . 

Rich. Fellowes in aimes^ndmy mofl louing friends, 
Bruild vnderneath the yoake of tyrannie, 

Thus farre into thebowels of the land, 

Haue we inarcht on without impediment : 

And here rcceiue we from our Father Sranley, 

Lines of fairc comfort, and encouragement. 

The wretched, bloudie, and vfurping bore. 

That fpoild your fommer-field, and fruitfull vines, 

Swils your warmc blood like wafh,and makes his trough 
/nyour inboweld bofome$,this foule fwinc 
Lies now eucn in the center of this lie, 

Neare to the towne of Leycefter as we learne : 

From Tamworth thither, is but one daies march. 

In Gods name cHcare on, couragious friends. 

To rcape the harueft ofptrpetuall peace, 





